Dream Cadences

CLAY-PETAL

I am the clay-petal of a mortal flower-birth,
I am the barren brownness of desert-desire,

Through my dim pores is fluted the music of earth,
My breast bears the candle of a glow-worm fire.

I am a pilgrim-poet on the ways of the world,
My poems are surging upon Time's ocean,

Around my life's stone-torpor ages have swirled,
Far-calling fountain voices of deep emotion.

When the divine death-victor Will comes near,
My sleeping soul remembers an ancient duty:

My dark dungeons, light-festivalled, disappear,

And heavenly jewels jingle in my earth-beauty.

Crowned with pure joy,  each clamouring atom stills:

At the feet of the timeless Beloved my body thrills.

7